SOME LETTERS OF
bound to have though the Heavens fall, or rather because they are not going to fall but remain as a fittingly modest framework to the spectacle of my felicity.
Your conjecture about my work last spring (with the implied reproof and warning) is partly well-founded. Not wholly; for though London oppressed me brutally I worked the Masque out to twice its previous proportions, and most of the new matter seems to bear the test of cold subsequent criticism. It is now four times as long as when you saw it in fragment. There are, counting re-writing and further development here and there, about five hundred lines to be added, which will leave it about the length of a substantial five-act play — large enough to make a tidy volume by itself, if I can implore or coerce any publisher into printing it. With the Schlatter play1 I have done little more. It wont do as it is, and I don't see yet how to go about resmelting it, though I still believe there is something in it worth saving. This will be one of the tasks of the winter. My heart leaps up when I behold, A calendar on the sly. I don't trust myself to envisage the same with prepense, for fear of danger to furniture and window
* "The Faith Healer." 118oration with Mr. Lovett.
